THE MAGNATES

bed name their fear love. No one, no one admits it, for fear that their
avowal will isolate them like the plague-stricken, because the mother,
the lover, the captain, are all frightened too! Civilizations, cities,
emotions, arts, laws and armies are all the children of fear in its
supreme and unique form, the fear of death.

This, more or less, was the geometric pattern in which the thoughts
of the old men moved and crossed each other; and they were almost
all professionals in the observation of human nature. They barely
listened to the rest of the speech.

As for Lartois, he went on reading the words he had written, but no
longer listened to himself enunciating them. The silent assembly seemed
to reflect back on him the uneasiness he had caused it. Twice or thrice
he stumbled over his words, since he was thinking: "What's the use of
all this? And what am I doing here? Why, why? Was this what I
wanted so much? Well, I've got it. I'm here! How vain it all is! All
these diseases, so many diseases!" Such disillusion, now that he had
achieved the long-hoped-for goal and was at last where he had so
desired to be, was inexplicable.

The end of his speech was received with ritual applause, but the
audience really relaxed only when the gentle Albert Moyau, adjusting
his pince-nez, rose behind the rostrum and began speaking.

"Monsieur,

"The Vicomte de Chateaubriand, who occupied the chair to
which we are proud to welcome you, wrote in his memoirs: 'When
Hippocrates was alive, there was, so says the epigram, much room
in Hell; thanks to his modern successors the space is crowded to-
day.' Well, if Monsieur de Chateaubriand had known you, would
he have revised his judgment? For my part, Monsieur, I believe he
would..."

The galleries once again clucked their applause. Everyone felt better.
And Lartois himself regained assurance as he heard the eulogy of his
talents develop.

Albert Moyau lauded in his quavering voice a life of Laennec, of
which Lartois was the author, as a work of exceptional ability; he even
mentioned the thesis for a doctorate on the ailments of the pylorus
which was exhumed for the occasion and styled "an important con-
tribution to the noble science of healing."

Lartois smoothed his grey hair with his delicate hand.

IX

Sadly he doffed his sword and uniform. He would have been happy to
wear it'for the rest of his life. To console himself, he calculated that,
with an average of ten ceremonies a year, he would be able to wear his
uniform at least a hundred times, or a hundred and twenty, perhaps
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